7 he Tragedie 

Snttr Exton with the Cojjftt. 

‘ 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
I hy buriea fearc :frcerem all brcatbleffielies 
Tjis. mightieft of thy greatell'enemies, j 
Richard ot Burdeaxx, py me hither brodght. 

Kt %^ 1 thankc thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A deeuc of (laughter with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head, and all this f amous land. 

Exton. ^ F rom your owne mouth' (my Lo.)did I this deed 

King. T hey loue not poyfon, that do poyfon need, 

Nor doe 1 thee, though 1 did Wilh him dead; 

* tlie njurtherer, louc him murthered.* 

The guilt of eonfeience take thou for thy labour. 

But neither my good word, nor Princelie fanour: 

With Came go wander through the fliade of night. 

And neuer ffiew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords,! proteft my fotile is full of woe. 


Come niourne with me, for what 1 doc lament, /<&/- 
Andputon fullcn blacke incontinent; 

He make a voyage to the Holy land, 

To waffi, this blood off from my guiltie hand. 

March fadly after, grace my mournings heerc, 

In weeping after tffis. vntimely Beere. 


29 * 
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FINIS. 
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